194	AMONG THE DRUSES
on horseback by Hussein Pasha Atrash to little villages
and clusters of stone houses unmarked on any map, there
are Druse peasants as far removed from civilization as
if they lived in the mountains of the moon.
Some of the old-fashioned, superstitious Druses, Hus-
sein Pasha said, believed in demoniac possession. They
chained down a man or woman troubled by an evil spirit
in just such an iron collar as had been described to us.
They did it not from cruelty but with the idea of driving
out the devil, who would tire of a cramped body and go
in search of a more comfortable habitation. An instance
of the fear of evil spirits I saw with my own eyes in a
house where we stopped for water. A Druse mother fell
into a rage because her husband, hurrying eagerly across
the room with a jug to serve us, had brushed her baby's
empty cradle with the skirt of his abba and made it rock.
While she berated him, Hussein grinned and whispered
that spirits like to rock or swing, and therefore sometimes
jump Into empty cradles for a "free ride." Then, after
the baby is put back in the cradle, the spirit finds itself
crowded and pinches and plagues the child.
One of the objects of our trip into the Lejah was to
find a certain sorcerer, reputed to work wonders. He
turned out to be a tall, powerfully built old man, white-
bearded but muscular, apparently the most important
person in his village, since his house was the largest. He
was flattered by our visit and bowed low before Hussein
Pasha, but did not kiss his hand as most of the peasants
did. He insisted on making coffee and wanted us to stay
the night. After the coffee drinking, he displayed his
powers—magical, possibly, though not necessarily black.
First, he suspended a Bible from the ceiling by a cord.

